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Behind the Mask 


The sun had long since set, leaving a black, star studded night in its wake. A warm breeze wrapped around the 


vineyards, gently rustling leaves and carrying the scents of the earth to those who mingled on the veranda. 


Romaine Winery was holding its annual Venetian ball, an event designed to bring in the biggest and brightest of 
California's celebrities. Nestled high in the California hills, the sprawling Spanish style buildings were a place for 


the rich and famous to frolic. 


And frolic they did. One hundred people, a small number compared to most celebrity soaked parties, wandered 
from one open plan room to another. Wooden beams crisscrossed the high ceilings and wrought iron chandeliers 
cast light across the stone floors. Floor to ceiling windows gave a perfect, night time view of Los Angeles 
twinkling in the distance. People sprawled on couches or sat at food laden tables while a string quartet played 
out in the night air. Everyone was dressed in costumes made from heavy velvets and satins and their faces 
were covered with elaborate masks. There was no skin on show. No criminally short dresses or Naughty Nurse 
outfits. No tacky fake devils or vampires. This was a fancy dress party of the highest order, one that only the 
elite could afford to attend. 


Sitting at a table, Mustaine peered through the eyeholes of his white and gold mask. In his hands was a bottle 


of that year's Pinot Noir. A glass of it sat beside him, its rich, spicy scents tempting him to taste it. 


The parties were held mainly to tempt in new buyers, people who could boost the winery's already heady 
heights. Mustaine had other plans. He needed someone and somewhere to start his next venture and Romaine 
was the perfect place. Lifting the mask, Mustaine sipped from the glass and nodded. The dark red wine was just 


what he was looking for. 


Placing the bottle to one side, he picked up the glass and stood. Slowly he began to make his way across the 
room and to the open doors. The black velvet cloak hung around his body, hiding the clothing he wore beneath 
it. His red hair spiraled over his shoulders, stark against the dark fabric. He hadn't bothered with the hood, 


instead choosing just to cover his face with a mask. 
As he neared the doors, a familiar voice boomed from the veranda, making Mustaine grin and roll his eyes. 


"Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
| come to bury Caesar, not to praise him. 

The evil that men do lives after them; 

The good is oft interred with their bones." 


Walking out onto the paved stretch of land, Mustaine looked over the fire pit and to a figure standing on a wall. 
A crowd of people surrounded them, all looking up at the person cloaked in red. Their arms were spread wide, a 
bottle of wine clutched in one hand, and a feline looking mask covered their face. Dark hair curled around their 


shoulders and their voice was loud enough for all to hear. 


"So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus," they continued. 
"Hath told you Caesar was ambitious: 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault, 

And grievously hath Caesar answer‘d it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest- 


For Brutus is an honourable man." 
"Grohl," Mustaine said to himself. 
Stepping around the roaring fire, he pushed through the gathered people and stood before the man. 


Looking up at him, Mustaine added, "So are they all, all honourable men- 

Come | to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He was my friend, faithful and just to me." He paused just long enough to catch his breath before quietly 
adding, "Get down, Grohl, before you break your other leg. Or, worse, your neck." 


He held out his hand, his eyes locked on to the dark ones that quizzically stared down at him from behind the 
other man's mask. Silence fell over the small group before the dark haired man took Mustaine's hand and 


stepped to the floor. Taking the bottle from Grohl's hand, Mustaine softly smiled at him. 


"I think you've had enough for the moment. We all know that this causes accidents." 


The eyes behind the gilded cat mask looked at him sadly, the firelight twinkling from the jewels that picked out 


the ears and forehead. 


Keeping hold of Grohl's hand, Mustaine began to lead him back inside. "Come. You can have more once you're 


sitting down" 


They made their way from room to room, looking for somewhere quiet to settle. Mustaine had little idea as to 
why he still held the other man's hand in his own. Maybe the loneliness was finally catching up with him. His 
last lover had left just a few months before, the blonde haired man finding comfort in the arms of someone 


else. 

Slowly they climbed a curved stairway in silence. Mustaine had never known the younger man to be so quiet, 
his public persona so prominent that it had become a part of who Grohl was. Gently he ran his thumb over 
the dark haired man's hand and gave him a soft smile. 

The bedroom was unlike the rest of the house. Its ceiling was low and its walls were painted in burnt orange. A 
couch sat against one wall and the dressers and four poster bed were made from a dark wood. Lit candles 
dotted the surfaces and Mustaine smiled when he spotted a basket of condoms, oils, and lube beside the bed. 
Their host was obviously expecting them to have fun. 


Sitting on the couch, he pulled the dark haired man down to him and swung Grohl's legs in to his lap. Lifting the 


heavy robe, he began to untie the other man's shoes. 

"How's the ankle?" 

"Better," Grohl quietly replied, 

"Still got the plate?" 

"Uh-huh. Too old for it to come out." 

Placing Grohl's shoes on the floor, Mustaine gently began to rub the other man's ankles. His eyes watched the 
younger man, taking in how he began to relax. Mustaine felt protective towards the singer, a sense that maybe 
Grohl needed somewhere he could be himself and relax, even if it was only for a few moments. 


"We don't have to do anything,” he murmured. 


One of Grohl's dark eyes popped open and a slow smile touched his lips. "Maybe | want to. Pass me the wine, 


please." 


Plucking the bottle from the table, Mustaine handed it over. "Only if you're willing to share." 
Its one of the few things | am willing to share." 


The younger man took a long drink, his head thrown back and his throat working at the dark liquid. Reaching 
out, Mustaine ran his fingers over Grohl's throat, tightening them a little before letting them settle at the 
other man's collar bone. He felt Grohl purr beneath his fingers before the half empty bottle was handed over. 
The red liquid warmed him, the notes of cherry and tobacco swirling down into his stomach. Mustaine returned 


the bottle to the table and his attention to the man beside him. His fingers returned to Grohl's ankle, gently 


rubbing and caressing. 

The silence between them was comfortable, as though they'd known each other for years. In reality, they'd 
only met once or twice as their paths had rarely crossed. Musical genres had kept them apart, an invisible wall 
between the Grammy winners and those who chose a different path. 

‘lm sure a ton of people have given you advice on looking after yourself after the fall," Mustaine said. 

"Yep." 

"And I'm sure most of it didn't seem to work." 


"Yep." 


His voice was soft, mirroring the atmosphere of the room while the mask dulled the sound of him speaking. 


"Let me give you some." 

Grohl purred beneath his fingers, his eyes closed. "Shoot" 

"Look after yourself. Don't push yourself. You move at a million fuckin’ miles an hour. Don't. Just take some 
time out, okay? Spend it making music or doing jack shit. Its your call. But don't accept any more invitations to 
appear anywhere. You're only doing yourself more harm." 


"You went through the same thing, right?" the dark haired man asked. 


"Damn right, | did. Busted hand. Didn't think I'd play again. Broke up the band and caused a ton of arguments 
that didn't need to happen. But | took myself out of the limelight for a while. Did a bit of solo stuff but mainly 
stayed quiet. It definitely helped. Yours is a whole other kettle of fish, though. You're an energetic guy. You 
fuck up your recovery and you'll spend the rest of your life limping around that stage and cursing yourself.” 


The mask only covered the upper part of the younger man's face, allowing Mustaine to see the soft smile he 
was given. Gently he squeezed Grohl's ankle. 


"| mean it," he gently continued. 


"| know," Grohl replied. "I know." 


The silence fell over them once more and Mustaine gently eased the other man's leg from his lap. Getting to 


his feet, he offered his hand to Grohl. 
"Come on. Let me make you feel better." 


Lust flickered through Grohl's eyes and Mustaine smiled behind the mask. Unfastening Grohl's heavy cloak, 

Mustaine slid his hands beneath the smooth fabric and pushed it from the other man's shoulders. His grin 

widened as the garment fell away, revealing that the younger man was wearing nothing but a pair of black 

boxer shorts beneath it. The fabric was already pulled tight around Grohl's erection and Mustaine licked his 
lips. 


"Beautiful," he murmured. 


Taking the younger man in his arms, Mustaine turned him to face the bed. He Grohl on the rich covers and 
knelt behind him to rifle through the basket. Mustaine found a bottle of citrus scented oil and sat back on his 


heels. 
"Have you had a massage since the accident?" 
"Thought about it," came the slightly muffled reply. "Never got round to it” 


Mustaine warmed a small pool of oil between the palms of his hands before he slid them up and over Grohl's 
shoulders. The younger man's skin was smooth and tight beneath his hands, muscles rippling beneath it. Grohl 
purred and Mustaine smiled as he felt the other man begin to relax. 


Sitting on Grohl's thighs, the redhead worked his way down the younger man's body. His hands picked out the 
rise of Grohl's shoulders before moving to count his ribs. They rode over the tiny swell of flesh that 
protruded above the other man's underwear. Mustaine went so far as let his fingers ghost over Grohl's ass, 


his smile widening as the younger man raised his hips a little. 


Refreshing the oil, he went to work on Grohl's legs, focusing first on the dark haired man's strong, thick thighs 
before moving down to his calves. He could tell the difference between them, Grohl's right one having slightly 
less muscle than the left. The scent of the oil filled the air with a sharp, summery smell. It reminded Mustaine 
of every trip he'd taken to the Far East, of lemon groves, spicy meals, and blisteringly hot days walking along 
beaches. It was a scent that made him happy and forced him to relax. 


Going to work on the dark haired man's feet, Mustaine allowed himself to fall in to a headspace he rarely 
entered, a warm, beautiful place where he could relax and meditate. Touching another brought him pleasure, 
just as the gentle miristrations brought comfort to the one being touched. He barely recognised his own desire 
as he set one of Grohl's feet in his lap and ran his oil slicked hands over the instep. Closing his eyes, Mustaine 


continued to work, vaguely aware that the dark haired man was pressing himself closer to the bed. 
"Feels good, Dave," Grohl murmured. "Feels so fuckin’ good. Please don't stop." 


There was a soft smile on the redhead's lips and he ran his fingers between each of Grohl's toes. The other 
man's sighs became louder, turning to gentle moans and the bed creaked softly. Opening one eye, Mustaine was 


pleased to see the younger man slowly rocking his hips in to the bed. 


Slowly he began to work his hands back up Grohl's right leg. Hooking his fingers into the waistband of the 
younger man's shorts, Mustaine inched them down, his mouth watering as Grohl's perfect little ass came in to 
view. He urged the younger man to raise his hips a little and slid the black shorts down Grohl's well muscled 
legs. 


"Better?" he quietly asked. 
"Much better, thanks." 


His hands went back to work on Grohl's right hip, his fingers tending to the strained muscles while he ignored 
the other man's pert ass. He wanted to make Grohl feel better, wanted to soothe away the aches and pains of 
previous months. And if it made Grohl feel better in other ways, then so be it. 


The younger man continued to rub himself against the fresh sheets as Mustaine worked his hands into the 
area where his thigh met his ass. Grohl's moans became louder and Mustaine couldn't help but watch as the 
younger man lost himself to the feelings that wound through his body. His ability to just lose himself to 
whatever he was feeling was one of the things Mustaine loved about Grohl. It was what made him entertaining 


to watch and a great ambassador for music. 


He allowed his fingers to press into the downy cleft of the younger man's ass cheeks, his face breaking into a 
smile as a soft "Oh" left Grohl's lips. Mustaine didn't say a word as he pressed the small, puckered hole. 

Instead, he bent his head and pressed kisses to each of the plump, fleshy globes, revelling in how velvety soft 
they were. His previous partner had never allowed Mustaine to touch him so gently, instead preferring to get 


down and dirty as quickly as possible. 


Mustaine gently pushed his oil slicked finger into the other man's hole, a movement that caused Grohl to groan 
and raise his hips. Carefully he found the younger man's prostate and pressed it, his face softening as Grohl 
howled and writhed, his hips rising and falling against the large bed. With a final, guttural groan he shuddered 
and relaxed against the bed. His hips continued to move for a moment longer before he became completely still 


and a gentle sigh escaped his lips. 


Moving his hand to the small of Grohl's back, Mustaine bent down and gave the younger man's ass another 
kiss. 


"Better?" 


"Much better. Thank you." 


Mustaine sat back on his heels and watched as the other man slowly rolled on to his back. His dark air spread 
across the lily white pillows and his eyes were dark behind the mask. A sultry smile crossed his lips and he 
gestured the redhead closer. 


"Your turn," Grohl purred. 


Shuffling up the bed, Mustaine knelt beside the younger man's head. Hands fumbled with the cloak and, beneath 
it, his jeans. He gasped when his cock was freed and groaned when warm, wet lips wrapped around the head. 
Mustaine fought to keep his eyes open and watch the scene beneath him as the dark haired man moved on to 
his side. Grohl's hair fell in waves around his face, swinging as he bobbed his head. Mustaine let a hand fall on 
to the other man's silky soft hair and gave a gentle push. Grohl returned in kind and the redhead let out a 


soft moan as his cock slid down the other man's throat. 
Pleasure rippled over his skin and Mustaine felt the familiar twinge in his groin. Sweeping his fingers through 
that dark hair, he let out a deep groan as he trembled His cock throbbed and his seed flowed down the other 


man's throat. 


"Fuck" He sank to the bed and pushed the mask up on to his head. "Fuck, that was so good." Turning his head, 
he grinned at the man beside him. "Should be me thanking you." 


Grohl grinned back, his dark eyes twinkling with mischief. "If | ask you will you put the mask on and keep your 


costume on too?" 

Mustaine arched an eyebrow. "You want more?" 
Y 

"You don't?" 


Mustaine's own grin widened as he reached for the mask and pulled it back down over his face. 


